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Nor Venus fhe : (that wanton wench)

that guyds the Shoter blynd.
Can the defende : as God wyll do,

for they were fynfull fooles,
Whom fyrfl ye blynd hye witted Greke

brought-in to wyfe mens Scooles.
No none of thefe, but God alone,

ought worfhyp for to haue,
For they for all theyr Honour ones,

reft yet in ftynkyng Graue.
Heare hall thou heard, the happy flate

of them that lyue in feare,
Of God: and loue hym beft: now lyil,

his foes reward to heare,
And fyrfl know thou that euery man,

that from this God doe goe,
And folows luft, hym he acountes,

to be his deadly foe,
This myghty Kyng of whom we talk,

as he is mercyfull,
And fuffers long, reuengyng flow,

So when we be thus dull,
That we wyl not perceaue in tyme,

the goodnes of his grace,
His fauour flraight, he doth withdraw

and tournes a way his face.
And to him felfe then doth he fay,

How long mall I permit
Thefe flubburne beafles, for to rebell ?

and mail I loue them yet,
That hate me thus ? or haue I nede

theyr louynge mynds to craue ?
I afke no more but onely loue,

and that I can not haue.
Well, wel I wil not care for them,

that thus do me dyfpyfe,
Let them go lyue, euen as they lyfl,

I turne awaye myne eyes.